IMMENSO. The slain poet has his revenge. He rises from the
dead as a scientific madman.
CONRAD. Gasbag!
IMMENSO. Oh, that this too too solid flesh would melt, thaw,
and resolve itself into a gas! Call me a Jack Pudding, Con.
That will not smell of the laboratory; but it will hit me in the
stomach.
FRANKLYN, I am sorry to again make a digression. What does
Clara want me to do? She sends me word that it is her firm
intention never to cross my threshold again, and that I must
see you about it. I have seen you; and I am as wise as I was before.
There is no use asking you whether she gave you any message
for me, as you will immediately proceed to deliver the message
of the universe. Did she give you a letter?
IMMENSO [producing a key} She gave me this. She thinks it is
her latchkey; but as a matter of fact I tried to open the door
with it, and found it would not work; sp I had to ring for ad-
mission in the usual course. But she undoubtedly believed that
it was the key of this house when she gave it me. It is symbolic-;
ally the key of your house. Actually, now that I look at it, I
believe it is the key of mine. She has been staying with us for a
few days. So if you will allow me I will keep it \he replaces it in
his pocket].
FRANKLYN. Then she is in earnest about never crossing the
threshold?
Mrs Franklyn Barnabas (Clara) flounces in through the "window.
She is a very active lady of fifty or thereabouts, rather under than
over, and is richly but hastily and untidily dressed.
CLARA. I must apologize for entering unannounced by this
way instead of through the front door as a stranger should. But
Frank can hardly expect me to make a parade of our unhappy
differences before the servants.
FRANKLYN. I never suggested for a moment that you should.
CLARA. And Imm took the wrong key: you know how in-
corrigibly careless he is. Give it back to me.
IMMENSO. Two wrongs will not make a right. I had better
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